THE TIGER’S CLAW 


BY MICHAEL WHITE 



IHOULD you wish to lo- 
cate Perrin on 
the map, the best 
plan would be to 
run your finger 
down the course 
of any full sized 
river until you 
came to a spot 
where it was like- 
ly a new railroad 
would cross. You 
might easily im- 
agine him there, 
the speck of a 
figure perched on 
the dizzy height of some recently 
constructed pier, with voice and ges- 
ticulations directing the swinging 
into place of a huge steel girder. If 
his native language was energetic 
American, it was sprinkled with all 
manner of strange adjectives picked 
up on the river banks of four con- 
tinents. This time he was throwing 
a bridge across the broad sluggish 
stream of a branch of the Indus, and 
it was the toughest kind of job. 

He could pit his skill against the 
shifting sandbars, on which loglike 
crocodiles basked in the blazing sun- 
shine, — somehow fever germs failed 
to get a grip on him, — but supersti- 
tions, caste prejudices, and secret 
feuds of the people were as a blank 
wall of despair to overcome. They 
would cast aside their tools and 
start a riot without any apparent 
cause, and refuse to go to work at 
all unless something was done to re- 
move an inauspicious omen, — a crow 
with a white tail feather screaming 
his hoarse note from the top of a re- 
volving crane. Back of all this was 
an invisible but none the less palpa- 
ble opposition. 

Perrin finally tracked this down 
to a little evil smelling temple on the 
river bank — one dark night when he 
found the murdered body of his best 
native foreman being stripped by a 

villainous looking Brahman priest, 

preparatory to a shunt out on the — 

quicksand which crept conveniently 
dose to that spot of iniquity. Pemn, American fashion, 
grabbed the priest, and by bullock cart carried both him 
and the evidence seven miles away to Mansel, the nearest 
magistrate. At the time he said nothing about a pretty 
stiff single handed fight to hold his sacred prisoner; but 
Mansel’s sister, who had recently come out to keep house 
for her brother, heard of it through her maid. Conse- 
quently, in her private opinion Perrin became some- 
thing of a hero, and that led to Mansel’s finding in Per- 
rin a wdcome companion where it happened that the 
three were the only white people in the district, Perrin's 
assistant engineer having been shipped home sick. 

So Perrin's groom was seen leading his master’s pony 
up and down outside the magistrate’s bungalow fre- 
quently, and Mansel's sister Enid somehow found bridge 
building an interesting objective to an early morning 
ride. As to Ram Jatra, the Brahman murderer, his case 
went up to a higher court, where he was ultimately con- 
victed. The news of his sentence reached Mansel when 
Perrin was a guest. 

T HARDLY thought they would hang him,” Mansel 
* remarked, bending over an official document under 
the lamp, while the punka flapped overhead; *' but your 
evidence must have left no other course.” 

Perrin turned from the piano, where Miss Mansel was 
running her fingers lightly over the keys, trying out the 
accompaniment of a new song. 

“No more than he deserves,” replied Perrin. "Sant 
Singh was one of my best men. I guess that Brahman 
rascal was at the bottom of most of the trouble in the 
camp. Since we got rid of him things have been run- 
ning more smoothly.” 

Mansel thrust the official document aside and settled 
back in his chair thoughtfully. “You say things are 
running smoothly. You have not heard then of any 
mischief brewing in the district?” 

Perrin strolled toward the table, while Miss Mansel 
left off playing to listen to the conversation. From with- 
out the cry of a jackal floated in through the open 
windows, and was presently answered by a scavenger 
friend. 

“ No,” responded Perrin. “ Nothing of the kind, cer- 
tainly not; at least, nothing except some yarn my 
groom sprang on me about a tiger’s claw. I didn’t pay 
any attention to it, of course, because these people are 
always getting excited over a monkey’s paw, or the hind 
foot of a mule, or something.” 

“Ah! He told you about the tiger’s claw?” interro- 
gated Mansel, looking up quickly. 

“Well, I presume he did, some fool nonsense I don’t 
recollect. But, now I think of it, he wanted me to clear 
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out. I believe the fellow has formed a sort of doglike 
affection for me.” 

Mansel nodded slowly. "Just as well to keep an eye 
open for possible trouble when you return to camp. 
Hanging a Brahman is attended with some risk to those 
concerned. It’s been done before, of course, and nothing 
particular happened; but for all that the people don’t 
like it. It’s best to be careful until our murderer is 
safely out of the way.” 

Miss Mansel was for further information; but her 
brother withdrew to his correspondence. In order to. 
satisfy her curiosity, Perrin made up a humorous tale 
about a tiger’s claw, — he had not paid any attention to 
what his sice said, — and thence they drifted easily back 
into music. Thus the evening passed away with Perrin 
and Miss Mansel mutually interested. The possibility 
of coming trouble did not haunt Perrin’s sleep, and over 
his head the night swept uneventfully. 

AS usual, an early breakfast was served on waking: 

but the rather unusual request accompanied it to 
call at Mansel’s room as soon as possible. Perrin found 
Mansel sitting in a chair, and was startled by his altered 
appearance. There was a look in his face as if he had 
been smitten by the hand of Fate, and he was making 
an effort to bear himself like a man in a hopeless emer- 


gency. 

"By Jove, old chap!” exclaimed Perrin. “What in 
the world has happened?” 

A smile lit up Mansel’s usually rather set and sun 
tanned features. He rose and steadied himself by lay- 
ing a hand on Perrin’s shoulder. “Well,” he said, “the 
bolt has fallen more quickly than I expected in response 
to the Brahman’s sentence. I have had a visit from the 
tiger’s claw.” 

"The — the tiger’s claw?” ejaculated Perrin. 

Mansel drew aside the coat of his pajamas and dis- 
closed his right breast. On it was stamped in flaming 
red the impression of a tiger’s claw, or’v the red was not 
of any pigment, but clearly inflammation. 

"But what does it mean? How on earth did it get 
there?” gasped Perrin in bewildered astonishment. 

Mansel shook his head. “No one can tell anything 
about it, except that it is there. Harrison of the police. 
Burden of the political department, got it in revenge 
for some such act as hanging our Brahman. Nothing 
can be done. When it appears on the left breast, over 
the heart — well, that is the end.” 

“But — ” protested Perrin. “Hang it all! A man 
can’t get tiger’s claws stamped all over him without 
some reason. That’s the thing to get at.” 

This time the flicker of a grim smil 

ia 


face. He drew Perrin toward the 
open window, and pointed across 
the veranda and compound to the 
white road beyond. On the opposite 
side a half nude figure could be seen 
seated in the dust, with his gaze 
fixed steadily on the magistrate’s 
bungalow. 

"That fellow has been sitting 
there for the last week, as you may 
have noticed. He knows all about it. 
No you don’t!” he grasped Perrin 
by the forearm ; for the American’s 
fist had suddenly clenched and he 
had taken a hasty stride forward. 
“We can’t afford to have you cap- 
turing any more Brahmans. That 
would mean a riot, perhaps worse. 
Our business here is to pacify, and 
what is the life of a magistrate or 
two in comparison to that beautiful 
scheme of things?” 

“By Heavens!" muttered Perrin 
through clenched teeth. 

“Oh, yes,” went on Mansel. “No 
doubt, as you would say, you are all 
worked up; but that won’t help 
matters. I have been given or sent 
the tiger’s claw in some mysterious 
fashion. That fellow over there 
may or may not have actually done 
it; but you couldn’t drag a confes- 
sion out of him if you roasted him 
alive, and he has a perfect right to 
sit in the road. Like you, I was 
warned that it was on the way, and 
I intended to speak of it privately 
to you this morning. I did not want 
to rouse my sister’s anxiety by doing 
so last night. If worst comes to 
worst, and that thing appears over 
the heart, I know you’ll do the right 
thing by Enid — see her safely out of 
this place.” 

Perrin’s hand slid from his side 
and grasped the Englishman’s firm- 
ly. Over him swept the conscious- 
ness of a bond of union in the face of 
an overwhelming and almost incon- 
ceivable antagonism, dark and sin- 
ister as the atmosphere of a Kali 
temple. But the practical view 

quickly rose uppermost. 

"But how about getting a doc- 
tor?” he questioned. “It’s all nonsense that nothing 
can be done. There is surely a cause, and probably 
a remedy. Black magic and tiger’s claws be hanged! 
This isn’t the age for that kind of stuff.” 

“Think not?” replied Mansel. “If you had been 
out fifteen years, you might change your opinion. In 
any case I’ve wired for Fordyce of the Alipur station. 
He’ll be down this afternoon. If you can manage to 
ride over this evening, you may hear a perfectly satis- 
factory and conclusive diagnosis. He’s a capital hand 
at stitching up a cut from a polo club, and can do won- 
ders in mending a broken ankle if thrown when after 
pig. In the meantime I don’t want Enid alarmed, 
and you had better see to things at your camp." 

OERRIN went out, to find Miss Mansel waiting for 
him on the veranda. She was evidently unaware of 
what had befallen her brother, and Perrin took heed of 
the injunction not to enlighten her. He took his pony 
from the groom and with Miss Mansel strolled toward 
the gate of the compound. When they reached it, the 
pony shied at something, and kicking up her heels sent 
a few pebbles across the road. One or two reached a 
mark which brought consequences. From the dust rose 
the figure pointed out by Mansel, tall, gaunt, and with 
his ribs picked out in white chalk, skeleton fashion. He 
raised his hands like the talons of a bird of prey and 
stretched them toward Perrin and Miss Mansel. Then he 
cursed them by all his gods, — by Brahma, Vishnu, and 
Shiva, by Kali, the Black One streaming in the blood of 
sacrifices, and by Durga, she of the skull necklace and 
tresses of snakes. 

“Jai, jail Taral" his voice rose into a shriek, while 
such was the violence of his passion that his whole being 
seemed transformed into a creature possessed by demons. 

Miss Mansel clung to Perrin’s arm and shrank back 
in terror. At first surprised by the suddenness of the 
attack, which swept down on them like a blast from a 
furnace of evil, he presently recovered his self posses- 
sion. He drew her aside and urged her to return to the 
house. 

“I’ve got to settle this thing right now,” he said; 
“otherwise — ” 

He checked himself and led her a little way back up 
the path. When she was out of hearing, he vaulted into 
the saddle and paced to within a foot of the fanatic, 
still hurling anathema. Then he bent down and spoke 
with quiet firmness. 

“Listen! In the country I come from you would 
be treated as a madman and locked up. Here your 
ravings are tolerated under the guise of being a holy 
e crossed Mansel’s humbug. See that road?” he pointed to the ribbon of 
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' dust. “Well, you tramp along it until you 
are dead tired, then tramp some more, and 
keep on tramping! Be off!” 

The fanatic drew back a pace as if about 
to hurl himself upon Perrin; but, meeting a 
certain look on Perrin’s face, desisted. He 
drew his sheet over his shoulders, darted a 
sinister glance, and strode down the road. 
Perrin watched until the fanatic had turned 
a bend; then gave a reassuring wave to a 
white figure on the veranda and rode off to 
camp. What he did not see was that the 
fanatic had been joined by two companions, 
and that the three entered a wayside temple. 

Perrin galloped into camp, to find moving 
day in full progress. It does not require a 
vehicle to transport the household effects of 
ninety per cent, of Hindu families. A string 
bed, a quilt, and a few cooking pots make 
change of residence a swift and simple mat- 
ter. Experience reaching back into ages of 
war and plunder has taught them to prefer 
that way. And they were going, every man, 
woman, and toddling mite of infant nudity. 

As to the cause, it was right there in front 
of Perrin's tent. 

The fanatic, whom Perrin vainly imagined 
tramping hence at his behest, was seated, 
squinting at his nose and muttering maledic- 
tions. He had cursed the whole works. For 
less walled cities have been abandoned. A 
short cut might have brought him there 
faster than Perrin; but his appearance was 
a trifle mysterious and disconcerting. Also 
it stirred Perrin’s wrath to forcible action. 

He drove away the fanatic and endeavored 
to stem the exodus by all kinds of induce- 
ments; but to no avail of reason that his 
tongue could light upon. They just melted 
into the surrounding jungle, beds, cooking 
pots, and dark skinned little trifles of hu- 
manity, clinging to their mother’s fluttering 
saris and casting frightened glances back- 
ward on the exasperated Perrin. That was 
his return for bountifully gratifying their 
craving in the matter of sticky fly specked 
sweetmeats — he had become an unclean, be- 
witched thing. Fortunately it was not at a 
critical stage of the work; in fact, it was 
nearly completed. Finally only his personal 
servant remained, and he begged leave of 
absence to visit a sick uncle. 

“Rot!” cried Perrin. “You know it’s a 
lie about your sick uncle. Just state plainly 
what is the trouble.” 

“Sir,” replied the servant, “there are 
things of which it is best not to speak. The 
Presence will pardon his slave’s ignorance?” 

“No, I won t!” retorted Perrin. “I want 
to know. Has it anything to do with that 
tiger’s claw nonsense?" 

The servant cast a terrified look on Perrin 
and made an effort to bolt; but was held by 
a grip on the shoulder. 

"Now, see here! I want to know if there 
is such a thing as the tiger’s claw in existence, 
and, if so, how it comes to scare all these 
people to death! ” 

Perrin’s servant did his best to evade the 
question; but finally admitted that every- 
one knew of the tiger’s claw, that it pos- 
sessed the most terrible magic power, and 
that its custodians had been seen in the dis- 
trict. 

“That rascal of a fakir who was sitting sel. 
here just now?" demanded Perrin. 

But the servant wriggled out of Perrin's 
grasp and fled. As he thus jeopardized sev- 
eral rupees’ salary, it said much for his fear 
of the dread talisman. 

PERRIN spent the greater part of the day 
* in putting things in security, and toward 
evening rode back to Mansel’s house. On 
the way even his pony seemed nervous, and 
bolted suddenly at the flutter of a rag 
in the jungle growth by the road. Clearly 
a terror was in the air, and something 
likely to happen. When Perrin approached 
the house, he caught sight of Mansel and 
another man in a dapper khaki uniform 
pacing the veranda. He overheard a scrap 
of the newcomer's remarks as he climbed the 
steps. 

"Nothing to be at all anxious about, my 
dear fellow. Just a simple case of bite by 
some insect and blood out of order. Will 
heal up in a day or two. Ah — glad to know 
you,” he extended a hand to Perrin on Man- 
sel's introduction. “Men who have been 
out too long,” he went on, “get all sorts of 
queer fancies in their heads. Actually as 
sane a chap as Mansel here confided to me 
that he had been bew’itched by a tiger’s 
claw. Pooh! Pooh!” Fordyce threw back 
his head and laughed jovially. “Absurd! In 
these days of scientific knowledge too! Don’t 
think about it,” he nodded to Mansel. 
“That’s the trouble. Keep your mind off 
it, and you will be surprised to find the scar 
has disappeared.” 

Fordyce then launched forth into an ac- 
count of the last polo match at the station 
and a gymkana in prospect. He insisted on 
Mansel and Perrin fixing a date to come 
over and dine with him at the regimental 


mess, and finally, admonishing Mansel not 
to forget the tonic and embrocation, was 
rattled off to the railway station in a dogcart. 

"Well,” questioned Mansel, “what do 
you think of Fordyce’s opinion?” 

“I agree with him about the supernatural 
end; but I guess there’s something in it we 
have not found out. My people have all de- 
camped.” 

“They have! ” Mansel ejaculated. " I ex- 
pected as much. They know what there is 
in it, if you and Fordyce are skeptical.” 

Miss Mansel stepped out on the porch, 
and her brother made a sign to drop the sub- 
ject. 

"Do you know what is the matter with 
the servants?” she asked. “My maid is 
jingle jangling about, wringing her hands, 
and the head khitmutgar is continually 
glancing over his shoulder as if he expected 
to see a ghost. Then that horrible man has 
been sitting in the road again opposite.” 

“By Jove!” ejaculated Perrin. "This 
thing is getting on my — ” He broke off on 
catching a significant glance from Mansel. 
“I mean I wish the new assistant engineer 
they promised to send out would turn up.” 

r PHE serving of dinner came as an oppor- 
tune interruption to a topic both men had 
agreed to hold secret; but with the fall of 
night a creepy sensation temporarily affected 
Perrin. He found himself glancing uneasily 
from the pleasantly shaded light of the din- 
ing room into the blackness without, and the 
figure of the gaunt fanatic shadowed grimly 
in his mind. What he expected would have 
been hard to define, except that the common- 
place assassin’s bullet had no part in that 
overhanging something. He wondered at 
Mansel’s calmness, considering he believed 
himself a doomed man without power of re- 
sistance. While joining absentmindedly in 
the conversation, his thoughts gradually 
shaped a definite purpose. This he dis- 
closed later when Mansel’s sister had retired. 

“ See here, Mansel! ’’ he said. “ It's hardly 
fair that you should take all the risk, pen- 
alty, or whatever it is, of landing that mur- 
derous Brahman. Why they should choose 
you in preference to me for their tiger’s claw 
trick, I don’t quite understand.” 

“Oh, I’ve been threatened before,” re- 
turned Mansel. “Now comes the settle- 
ment!” 

“Well, anyway, I’ve formed, a kind of 
idea, which may be all wrong. But I’d like 
to try it. Do you consent?. 

“Before I know what your idea is?" 

Perrin nodded. 

“All right. Go ahead. I presume it is 
nothing preposterous." 

“Simply that I shouldjike to occupy your 
room to-night.” 

“Why, what do you suspect?” 

“Can’t say that I suspect anything posi- 
tively,” replied Perrin; "but what I may 
call a suggestion is floating in my mind.” 

“ But my room is an addition to the bunga- 
low,” protested Mansel. “ In a way it is sep- 
arated." 

“That’s just it,” replied Perrin. "That 
is why I should like to try it for a night.” 

ced 


‘What is the real motive?” asked Man- 


“ I’ll tell you in the morning. Do you 
agree to let me sleep in your room?” 

"Oh, yes, if you wish.” 

“All right. But we’ll make the change 
after it might be presumed you had gone to 
sleep. Thero is also a reason for that." 

Perhaps uppermost in Perrin’s mind 
when he made the proposal was to see for 
himself what happened; provided of course 
an act of some kind took place. While he 
did not believe that the mark of the tiger’s 
claw on Mansel’s breast came by black, 
white, or any other kind of magic, or, as 
Mansel put it, a malicious supernatural 
agency, he was out to solve the problem and 
prove Mansel in error. 

Tkiff ANSEL’S bungalow was on the hem of 
the jungle, and his room, built as a 
wing, touched it closely. Perrin had not 
long outstretched himself on Mansel’s bed, 
with a pistol tucked under his pillow, when 
his senses became acute to the nocturnal 
grand opera of an Indian jungle; such a cho- 
rus of innumerable creatures, in which the 
tuneful croaking of frogs and the discordant 
yelping of jackals formed the leading mo- 
tive. On the veranda ran back and forth 
the pitterpatter of little feet. Things hopped 
and scratched on the bare floor. The whir 
of swiftly flying creatures swept in and out 
through the open windows. Presently what 
might easily have been mistaken for the 
cry of an infant in distress wailed through 
the general theme, and instantly, as if at the 
stroke of a conductor’s baton, all other 
voices ceased. Somewhere on that dark 
scene strolled My Lord the Panther. His 
voice rose and fell, scarcely a leaf stirred; 
then he passed on, and the chorus swelled 
again. So through the night hours until the 
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monotony of it smote Perrin’s watchfulness 
with an irresistible suggestion of slumber. 

He had almost succumbed, when his fancy 
pictured a tiger’s claw shining luminously in 
the darkness. In an effort to dissolve the 
vision he opened his eyes to their full width. 
With regained consciousness they stared at 
that which was not a dream, — the luminous 
tiger’s claw moving slowly and silently 
toward his position. Now, as Perrin ex- 
plains, it’s all very well to make up your 
mind beforehand what you are going to do 
in circumstances clear to your understand- 
ing, but when the thing that happens bears 
no relation to previous experience you act 
quite differently. That was why he did not 
grasp his pistol and blaze away at the lumi- 
nous tiger’s claw, apparently guided by an 
invisible hand. Instead he lay still and 
watched, saw it draw closer, hover for a 
short space above his head, and then descend 
lightly on his breast. He regarded himself as 
having been completely fascinated by its 
mysterious appearance. 

If under an optical spell, it was suddenly 
broken by a scream. The tiger's claw was 
snatched from his breast, and a dark form 
sped for a window. At a bound Perrin came 
off the bed, and reached the window to make 
a grab for a well oiled limb which slipped 
snake fashion from his grasp. Through the 
window went the dark figure, with Perrin in 
hot pursuit. 

As Perrin leaped across the veranda he 
was conscious of Miss Mansel's terrified 
presence; but he did not halt for explana- 
tions. The form in advance plunged into 
the jungle, and Perrin followed, guided by 
gleams of the tiger’s claw light. Into what 
manner of danger such a chase was likely to 
lead, Perrin neither thought nor cared. It 
was enough that he seemed to be gaining on 
the fugitive, had in fact almost caught up 
with him, when the other stumbled and fell 
with a splash. Perrin came to the brink of a 
pond, from whose slimy waters the form of 
the other man rose to hurl back anathema. 

“Jai, jail Tara!" was flung in a defiant 
note vibrating through the jungle. 

It ended in a cry of anguish. Two streams 
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of phosphorescent light shot toward him wherever it came in contact with the flesh, gave him a little bit of advice, thus: “To- 
from each bank, the snapping of huge jaws A Government chemist happening to visit night, about midnight, put on your uniform, 
succeeded in a terrific combat between the the Province on a tour of scientific investiga- belt. hat. revolver, take night stick in hand, 
dark outlines of reptile monsters, and the tion, Perrin decided to submit the claw, with and go to some comer house. Lean against 
man sank frofh sight. Clearly there was all available information, to him for analy- it, and lean against it hard, as if you 
nothing more to be done in his case. sis. were really on duty. You’ll go to sleep, all 

When the report was made it stated that right.” 

■pERRIN wandered about in the jungle for within the claw was found a sealed casing 

~ sometime before he came upon a search of a substance resembling glass, but exact JOHN DREW tells of a young man, formerly 
party headed by Mansel. It was then he property unknown; that in the casing was a J an actor, who married a widow, by whom 
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|F a Protestant Episcopal By Smith D. Fry 


unite them in wedlock. w is almost as bald as he could be. One 

“ It's just this way,” said the young man. day at the Lambs Club he said to the barber, 
“Ethel’s father has noticed that I have been “I am in a great hurry. Can’t you cut my 
greatly preoccupied lately, and this morning hair with my collar on?” 
he asked what was the matter with me, “Sure I can,” said the barber. “I can 
and I told him that I was desperately in cut it with your hat on.” 
love and could not be married. 

" ‘ But you have a good enough salary,’ he ^^HEN William Collier was member of a 

cold ‘and \rr\ «« nurrbt tn Kp marripd if vnu arp Komcfn rm inrr rv\m no n \r frotrplino in 


PEROXIDE TOILET CREAM ■ 

At department jfl 

stores and druggists 

25c. and 50c. ( SAMPLE 

Bruvuior Chemical Co. \ J 

137 lota SL. Ntmrfc. It J. J 4 1 

CENTS Cm 


“‘What of it?’ said Ethel’s father. *Prob- “but we are still i 
ably he was not always a millionaire. I was 
bom of poor parents.’ 1TNFIT for dut 

"‘That may be true, sir,’ I replied; ‘but I w was the recort 
am sure I cannot marry the young lady, be- for several weeks, 
cause I am too poor.’ Inspector Byrn 

"‘Nonsense!’ he said. ‘You are an hon- 
est young man, and a fit match for any 
young lady. Why don’t you elope with her? ’ 

“‘Would you do that?’ I inquired. 


FREE TILL CHRISTMAS 

A Handsome Unbreakable 

Rubber Comb Free 

The comb retails at 50c. and will be given 
away to anybody who purchases one of 

Dr. Scott’s 

gM ELECTRIC 

tmmm hair brushes 


DOLLY’S LETTER 


150RN in China and educated at Yale, the 
** editor of “The Chinese World” of San 
Francisco was long known as a wit and 
humorist as well as a wise man. He dressed 
as an American. 

One day a drummer came to him with the 
expectation of selling a certain grade of pa- 
per. Thinking to be smart, the drummer 
began his conversation by asking the impu- 
dent question, “What kind of a ’nese are 
you — a Japanese or a Chinese?” 

The editor smiled kindly and bowed with 
great courtesy as he replied, “First please 
inform me what kind of key you are — a 
Yankee, a monkey, or just a plain donkey?” 

/"\NE of the raw reporters visiting Frank 
Hedley, of the New York subway, asked 
him an indiscreet question. 

Mr. Hedley merely smiled, and said, “If 
your city editor was to send you to get a story 
about a baby of distinguished parentage, I 
know perfectly well what question you 
would ask the baby’s mother.’’ 

“Oh, you do, do you?” said the raw re- 
porter. “What would it be?” 

“You would look the cherub over criti- 
cally, and then ask the mother, ‘Isn’t it a 
trifle cross eyed?’” 

JYAVID BELASCO delicately dissected a 
^ certain playwright one evening at a 
dinner given by the former to some of his 
friends of the theatrical profession. This 
playwright is successful and produces many 
plays; but, it is admitted, owes nearly all 
his best ideas to others. 

“One night the playwright imagined that 


My brush is guaranteed to cure 
falling hair. dandruff and all scalp 
disorders nervous 

„> 1 headache and neuralgia. 

Made of selected bristle*. No 
wire to Injure the hair or scalp. 
s f a\A] Beware of imitaUons. My brush is 
/ ■S packed in neat box. with compass to 
H| test power. 

HE Appropriate Christmas Gift— sent 

(Jaa fan by insured mail, postpaid, for tl.M 
▼ I BU i -£¥ with our 30-day guarantee. 

' I mmM Send for book on specialties, mailed 
MV free. Don't forget to accept this offer. 
<27 Canvassing Agents Wanted. 

Established 32 years. 

Geo. A. Scott, 870 Broadway, New York 


and BADGES for College, 

a SCHOOL. 80QETY OR LODGE. IWT 
Either style with say three I attars aa4 ^ -X T— 
■cures, one or two color* of enamel. 
aisrimo Baser. 2Seeaeh l S2.ftOB*a.| 

< Syfy /l1 " — ,n - f ™ ■* — Send fur free 

Catalog. Special designs also mads for any School or 
Society, at attractive prices. Bead Idea for estimate. 
• ~ BASTMUt SNOB. CO.. Dapt. J 2 J. ROCHESTER, N. T. 


METAL POLISH 


'At'c boo’ful an’ lovely an’ big, 

Wif eyes 'at can wake up an' sleep too. 
An’ a yellow hair, long lady wig. 

I want her to have a big trunk packed 
Wif dresses an’ slippers so gay. 

An' one o’ those 'fings called a — a torset, 
I can squeeze her up in each day. 

I hope Santa Gaus tan read writin,' 

Jus’ little girl writin’ like this — 

Now I’ll finish my letter an’ sign it 
Wif a nice, big, fat, round, lovin’ kiss. 

— Margaret G. Hay 


I’m writin' a letter to Santy, 

I 'spect he can read it — he's smart, 
I on’y can write it ’jus scrawl y. 

But I love him wif all o’ my heart. 
An’ I’m writin' 'at I want a dolly 
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